


Ranma 12: A Ward of a Goddess

by viktor2m



Category: Oh My Goddess!, Ranma
Genre: Humor, Romance
Language: English
Characters: Akane, Peorth, Ranma
Pairings: Akane/Ranma
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2016-04-20 12:54:06
Updated: 2016-04-20 12:54:06
Packaged: 2016-04-27 14:35:29
Rating: M
Chapters: 2
Words: 9,144
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Ranma is six years old and traveling with his father. Nodoka is depressed. She makes a phone call, reaching the earth assistance line. Peorth arrives and a wish is given. Nodoka uses the wish, binding Peorth as Ranma's guardian spirit. Ten years later Ranma and Genma visit the cursed springs, and well, not everything stays the same.





	1. Prologue

**Ranma 1/2: A Ward of a Goddess**

**Disclaimer: **The following is a fan written parody. Ranma ½ belongs to Rumiko Takahashi, Viz Media, Studio Deen, Shogakukan and Madman Entertainment. Oh My Goddess! belongs to Kōsuke Fujishima, Kodansha, Dark Horse Comics and Madman Entertainment. Other IP used have their respective owners as well, I do not own characters nor events and they are used without permission. Support the official release, and don't sue me.

[Author Note:

The following is an Alternate Universe Ranma ½ fan fic. It crosses a bit with Oh My Goddess!. Characters, time line and events are changed for the purpose of the story created. Dramatis Personae will act out of character when plot calls for them to do so. Both original characters and original stories will be included.]

**Prologue**

_Between the time_

_when the sands buried the last E.T cartridge,_

_and the rise of the Itunes, _

_there was an age undreamed of._

_And onto this, Ranma,_

_cursed to change into girl with every_

_splash of cold water upon his troubled head._

_It is I, his chronicler,_

_who alone can tell thee of his saga._

_Let me tell you of the days of martial arts adventure !_

For every story there is a moment, or perhaps a place where it begins. Sometimes it's a space station drifting through the void, abandoned for a long time. Other times it's a submarine, carrying orders that can change the course of war. There are also stories that begin with a wosh-wosh sound, one that brings hope to the oppressed, and fear to the oppressors. All to often it's a dark and stormy night that heralds the beginning.

This story however begins on an warm afternoon in Itabashi, a special ward of Tokyo Metropolis, inside a moderate Japanese house. It's a small one family home, with a little garden behind it. There was something wrong with this building. A house like that should have many occupants, yet it was almost all but empty. There was no commotion inside, no sounds of family getting ready for dinner, the place was almost all but quiet. It didn't feel like a house, more like a shrine, or a temple and it was currently dedicated to sorrow.

There was only a single person inside, a brown haired, attractive woman in her mid twenties. The only sound that pierced the silence was her sob. She cried as only a mother could, she cried for her son, for foolishness of her husband, and finally she cried because she was afraid. It was a kind of fear that is known only to parents, the gut-wrenching horror of being unable to protect ones child anymore.

Afternoon slowly turned into evening, when she cried the last tear, as her eyes ran dry. When one has no sorrow to turn to, he has to give in to other emotions. Since there was little hope in her situation she turned to the next best thing. Slowly anger rose in her.

"Damn you !" She shouted in frustration "Damn you for everything !"

She thought about everything that happened. Her beloved son, and her stupid husband. He was really set on making a great martial artist out of little boy and she allowed him for that. Her husband took him on those training trips, sometimes for two weeks, sometimes for a month. Yet nothing gave her any premonition about the tragedy that the last one was. The idiot that she married tried to train her son in something called _Neko-ken_ and whatever happened left her six years old son scarred for life. Her little boy, he used to rather like cats, but now even mentioning them around send the boy into an attack of fear. Not only that, but it got really ugly if her son were to really meet with the source of his fear. She still shivered with fear on what happened that day. She wanted to comfort her boy, to end this training foolishness, yet somehow her husband managed to charm her, worm his way around. The mother didn't want to loose her child, but the wife was weak and he left on another training trip with their son.

Her gaze was drawn to the table. Among many pieces of junk was one very important thing. A piece of paper. It had her signature, as well as one of her husband. It was a contract, a _seppuku_ pledge. An idea born out of desperation, a way to control the man she married.

"Look, this is his only shield" heard the room as she grabbed the contract "He took him _Kami-sama_ only knows where, or for how long, and only thing I could think of is this!"

She tossed the _seppuku_ contract back on table. It was actually completely worthless and she knew it, for no court in Japan would make anyone hold to vague terms written in it. Luckily her husband was born with incurable, and hopefully non heritable flaw. He was an idiot and he really believed that the could be forced into ceremonial suicide.

The brown haired Japanese woman sat back on the couch. What she required at the moment was someones support. Crying alone like that was certainly not healthy. One thing would make her feel a little better, some shoulder to cry into, someone to share the pain with. Sadly her best friend, Kimiko Tendo was again at the hospital, as doctors were trying to establish why she was so exhausted. Her decision was to go call someone, so she went to the phone and while trying to think of anyone suitable she mindlessly began to dial a number.

„Yes, Yes, Yes, Yes, Yes, My Dear" She heard a some kind of jingle in phone as someone picked her call „Earth assistance hotline here. We've been absolutely dying for your call, we're sending someone to take care of you on-site." She heard a click.

"Hello?" She tried to talk to the phone "Who's there ? This is some kind of blue line ?"

The house suddenly begun shaking a little bit. A small earthquake like that was a commonplace in Japan. She hang up, and went to the living room to check for damage. There was none, except that one of the cupboards was lying on the floor. A camera that dropped from the shelf suddenly produced a beam of light. It hit the ceiling, forming some kind of strange partly transparent circle. To her surprise she saw that someone went through the circle, first legs, then body. The beam disappeared and in it's place a young, stunningly beautiful young woman arrived . She was dressed in a rather revealing skirt, and was wearing what looked like a orange harness. Her hair had a dark brown color, and while part of it was cut short rest was gathered in a single long tail. On her forehead she had a single, large, Hindu like marking that looked like a diamond. The only way to describe her was unearthly. No woman in existence could have such a perfect proportions and looks. She appeared more like an otherworldly being than a human.

"Hello there" the angelic woman said with a beautiful, melodic voice, that made every word sound as it was a part of a song "So Pleased to meet you. I'm earth assistance hotline... Goddess first class, type two, unlimited... Peorth."

At that very moment the brown haired one gave a great credit to all Japanese woman, as she managed not to faint.

"I heard you cry and Lo! I descend from Heaven" Peorth continued "It is I who shall grant your" heart's desire."

"Heart's de-desire ?" The Japanese woman was having some problems with speaking coherently "I don't think I understand ? This is some kind of Candid Camera, right ?"

"I assure you this is neither a joke nor a dream" The goddess smiled at the woman "The agency that send me here specializes at helping people like you. Since we received a system access request on your behalf you are now entitled to a single wish."

"A wish ? Like in fairy tale ?" She was absolutely amazed at the newcomer. It still felt like a part of a dream.

"Of course, for anything at all !" Said Peorth, as she dealt with customers finding chance of a wish rather strange quite often. She blamed it on the Age of Reason "Whether it's becoming the richest woman in Japan, or total annihilation of everything, you can make anything you heart desires become true."

She started to think, if this was really trur she could change everything, get her son back. Yet that was not going to help, the idiot could either charm her again, or simply steal the boy. What she really wanted is to have her six year old son safe, and protected, whenever he could be.

Some say that destiny is something we are born with. That it's set and we cannot hope to change our fate. Other say that we reap what we sow, and we make our own karma. Right now a mother held her son's destiny in her hand. Her decision would forge the road that her son were to walk.

"Okay, I might as well make my wish." She said turning to the goddess.

"Oh you have already decided on one ?" Asked Peorth. Usually people required more than a single moment to think of what they want.

"I wish that a goddess like you..." Her voice sounded like steel "...to always be my son's guardian spirit !"

Peorth looked at her for second.

"I'm afraid that a wish like..." she started.

But at that very moment her eyes went white, there was a loud humming sound coming from everywhere at once and beam shoot out from goddess forehead right through the roof. She started to float few centimeters over floor as furniture and small items from all around the room started dancing like grabbed by a cyclone. Then the goddess simply disappeared.

Japanese woman stood there for moment looking at the destruction in the room and a hole in the roof. Then the phone rang.

"Yes ?" She asked as she answered the call.

„Earth assistance hotline customer service here." She heard to her surprise „We are happy to inform that system access request status has been changed to: Wish Granted. We hope that you are satisfied with service provided on your behalf."

She was standing in her living room. Sorrow and anger were fading into past. She felt something new, something she had forgotten. For right now, first time in forever, Nodoka Saotome had hope.

**XXX**

It was getting late. Evening was almost over and the nights chill was starting to get it's hold over the land. The sun was starting it's journey into dusk.

A man, perhaps thirty years old, dressed in a white _gi_ was making his way to the top of the hill. He carried a rather large traveling backpack. He had a large, bushy, jet black hair. Right at the base of the hill a six year old boy was trying to carry his own, much smaller back pack. He was crying, as he was hungry, tired and missing his mom.

"Ranma ! Get a hold of yourself" Shouted the man, as he turned around "We don't have a whole night, we must set up a camp, so stop crying and start marching. You're not a weak girl, so don't go acting like one !"

Genma Saotome walked a few more steps and he started to set up a tent. That would give his son some time to catch up. He was really glad he had managed to snatch him from Nodoka. His wife would turn him weak. Women were no god at raising sons. Ranma had potential, with right teaching he would become the greatest martial artist in his generation. He just needed a good training. Genma almost ruined everything with his stupid _Neko-ken_ idea, so he decided that next special training he would first test on himself, but other than that, he would remove any, and all potential weakness from Ranma.

Down below something happened The air next to young Ranma shimmered for a second as goddess Peorth arrived. Completely invisible to a human eye, with a voice that they could register only as a whisper on a wind she was ready to become a guardian spirit to the boy. She looked at her ward for a while, then a smile arrived on her face.

"What's with all those tears, dear ?" was here question as she knelt right before Ranma "Here, let me wipe them."

Then she hugged him. She knew that from now on she would everything for the boy. That even without works of system there were nothing that could separate the goddess from her ward.

"Don't worry dear" She sung into Ranma's ear "From now and always I'll be by your side. It'll be like having a big sis to take care of you."

Genma finished setting up their tent, and he turned around, to see how far his son had managed to climb. To his surprise not only Ranma was already at top, he was gathering wood for fire.

"Good." he said "I see you've stopped crying and you're starting to act like a man, there is still hope for you, boy."

Genma was not a very perceptive man, so he had no chance to note the change that happened to Ranma. With soft whisper of wind a sense of peace had entered the youngster, and with warm embrace all his fears were chased away. No longer was the boy alone.

On the very next day they continued to walk. They've met some people on the road, yet every passerby saw only a middle-aged man, wearing a white _gi_ walking and a young boy desperately trying to keep up with his father. None of them gave the pair a second look.

Except for a single woman, wearing _miko_ outfit, who kept watching after the three of them for a long while. She was quite surprised as she saw that right next to the boy a goddess was floating, watching his every step with great care. As one of few and rare people with witchsight she knew that it's better not to interfere into matter of gods and spirits. So after she lost her sight of them, she simply continued her way.


	2. How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love

**Ranma 1/2: A Ward of a Goddess**

**Disclaimer: **The following is a fan written parody. Ranma ½ belongs to Rumiko Takahashi, Viz Media, Studio Deen, Shogakukan and Madman Entertainment. Oh My Goddess! belongs to Kōsuke Fujishima, Kodansha, Dark Horse Comics and Madman Entertainment. Other IP used have their respective owners as well, I do not own characters and events and they are used without permission. Support the official release, and don't sue me.

**Chapter 1**

**Dr. Peorth or: How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love Cats **

_Destiny is a journey, and it has to begin with a first step._

_It's just a matter of right place and right time._

_All that has happened before is just you, getting ready to face fate._

Realities are like bubbles, spreading one from another, they differ because of a single stroke of wing of a butterfly. While it may appear strange, according to chaos theory that small, peaceful insect is capable of changing realities, causing time travel paradoxes and raising hurricanes. The further down the line you go in each bubble the greater divergence becomes, yet there are always some constants that never change. Sometimes it's the girl, the lighthouse and the man. But that's a completely different story, for a myriad of realities centered on Ranma always come here to _Bayankala_ Mountain range, south of Mount _Kensei_, in _Qinghai_ Province. The divergence those not matter, for there will always be a boy, a spring and the fateful splash.

The morning mist was already gone and cloudless sky promised a sunny noon. But right here one would expect something altogether different. It was not a kind of weather one would suspect of such a place. It should be gloomy, rainy and cold, nature itself should be warning about coming in here, not inviting. Yet nothing in the air was telling what this valley was, there was no hint in aura that this was a place most accursed. For this was one of most infamous training grounds of China, _Jusenkyo_.

A hut stood near to the valley's entrance. It was small one, single large room and a single bedroom, separated in two by a white sheet, with simple bathroom, ideal for it's two occupants. One of them, a Chinese man, perhaps of forty years was just stepping out. He decided that a day like this one called for some relax. A hammock in shade, something to drink, his favorite pipe, some light snacks and a good lecture, those were the things he needed the most. He picked up newest copy of „Cursed Training Ground" magazine and as he was getting ready to spend a wonderful day he heard two people talking. He sighed, this was typical, you can sit bored for months, but as soon as you have something to do guests arrive. But since duty comes before small pleasure he put his _mao_ cap on and went to greet the visitors. For the man, known only as _Jusenkyo_ Guide took his work very seriously.

He found that his guests were two man. First one was in his early forties, rather stocky, completely bald and wearing glasses. The second one was a teenager, perhaps sixteen years old. The boy was really well build, quite muscular with long hair gathered in loose ponytail. He was handsome and as he walked muscles played under skin in way that would leave most girls of his age with a need of a quick cold shower. Both of them carried large backpacks, and were dressed in white _Gi_. There was something more however. _Jusenkyo_ Guide spent most of his life near powerful magic and he felt like there was some other presence there, he couldn't really place it, but it was something odd. Perhaps is was that both of them carried the air of serious martial artists around.

"Welcome honorable guests." The guide greeted them in mandarin „I'm known as _Jusenkyo_ Guide and it is my duty to inform you about many perils of..."

"Do you speak Japanese ?" Genma interrupted. You could say many good things... you could say some good... amongst endless list of his flaws was the fact that the martial artist had all the social grace of an elephant with a hangover.

"Yes, sir" The Chinese man answered, mildly irritated "_Jusenkyo_ Guide know Japanese."

"Great, we came here to train" Said Genma "Which way are the famous training grounds of _Jusenkyo_ ?"

"Here sir." Answered the guide, pointing with his palm "Is legendary training grounds of accursed springs."

Instantly Genma rushed forward. He gained quite a speed, eager to begin training.

"Come on Ranma !" He shouted.

"Right behind ya, Pops" answered the boy.

"No Sir !" Shouted Jusenkyo Guide running after the pair of martial artists "This place very dangerous !"

The Chinese man stopped for a second as heard something next to the hut. It sounded suspiciously like someone was banging his head against the wall. Since however there was no one there he decided that's it was far more important to stop his two guests before they do something irreversible.

Peorth slowly floated behind them. With every passing day she kept discovering endless pits of Genma's stupidity. It was really sad that he kept surprising her even after ten years she was Ranma's ward. Normal person would stop to think what actually the guide meant by accursed, yet the idiot rushed onward, dragging his son behind him. Come to think of it goddess heard the name _Jusenkyo_ before, she just couldn't remember what was wrong with the place.

**XXX**

This could be a beautiful resort. Quiet and serene. Hundred natural springs filled most of the valley. Bamboo poles sprout everywhere, from each of the springs whether it was the smallest one or the largest. It looked like a forest, growing out of lakes. One could dance, jumping from pole to pole through whole of _Jusenkyo_. He would need to be very careful however. One mistake would end with splash in water. For every single spring held a tragic, very tragic story and cursed trainings grounds really liked to share with those that visited them.

"This place isn't so impressive" said Ranma. But the boy could be excused, he had no knowledge, or ability to feel how powerful, magical and dangerous the place was. His father on the other hand should know better. But that role fell to Genma Saotome, so putting it simply, all was lost.

Peorth sat on one of nearby stones. She rather enjoyed the sight before her. Her ward has really grown up in those ten years she was his guardian. He used to be a small boy, now he was becoming a young man. Ranma was doing his warm up exercises. He was in really prime condition, an wonderful example of what life on road and constant training could change a young man into. If the training was safe, sane and responsible, that is. But the training that Ranma had was nothing like that. The fact that boy was able to walk, talk and actually fight was a miracle carried every single night by a certain goddess. Genma's training methods included things like throwing hornet nest at his son, to increase his blocking skill or tying Ranma and throwing him into lake to give him swimming lessons, or the training that gave him ability to dodge attacks while asleep, she still cringed at the memory of that particular exercise. If anyone found out what he really put the teenage boy through, Ranma's father would be arrested in sixty three countries, got himself a life time prison in another forty seven, would be punished by firing squad in five and he would be revered as a national hero in North Korea. There was also the problem of Genma stealing his son food to keep him always on guard that carried the risk of malnutrition. Every evening however there was someone ready to help the boy, tend his bruises, heal his scars, and take care that none of his _sensei_ ideas could cripple Ranma. There were however limits to how much Peorth could achieve. The wording of Nodoka's wish made her a guardian spirit. She could do very little to prevent the damage, she could only help in it's healing. But the physical abuse Ranma took was one thing. Genma gave an equal amount of mental one. Scars that form in psyche don't heal that easily. They actually don't, not without some real help. This was what Peorth regretted most. While she could keep her ward in prime physical condition she was pained to watch that Ranma was growing into egoistical, misogynist jerk, slowly becoming like his father. The boy would have issues in future, he was completely unprepared for social activities, unable to cope with emotions, and the goddess was completely sure he would find it very hard o form a relationship with any girl.

With their warm up complete both martial artist were ready to begin their training. There was a reason they were here. Some time ago Genma noted that his son progress in Art really slowed. He was not making much progress. There was something holding the boy and he hoped a place like _Jusenkyo_ would let Ranma overcome his blockade.

"Ranma, follow me !"shouted Genma as he jumped on one of the bamboo poles.

Teenager jumped right behind him on another of numerous poles.

Neither of them head any notice to _Jusenkyo_ guide shouting. "Ah sir, what you doing ?"

Then both of them attacked and clashed in mid air. Peorth eyes widened in horror. Not because that clash looked dangerous. The goddess had just remembered what exactly the curse of Jusenkyo was.

Mid air battle was on, Ranma evaded one of his fathers attacks, then he landed a kick on him and the older martial artist went down, right into one of the springs. One moment later, a panda jumped out from the spring.

"Wha... wha... wha..." was all Ranma could say at that moment.

"That is spring of drowned Panda !" he heard Jusenko Guide, as he tried to explain the situation "There is tragic legend, very tragic, of panda... who drown there two thousand years ago !"

Ranma actually felt how angry his father was. Panda pressed the attack. Unable to calm him the boy was trying to dodge, yet he would need to be able to evade every attack while all it took would be one hit. Ranma was a split second to late with a single jump, and a strong paw attack send him down.

"No!" shrieked Peorth. The time was slowing down. Ranma was flowing throught the air, right into one of the cursed springs. The goddess snapped. She could very well loose her license for what she was going to do, yet she was ready to proceed anyway. Ancient sutras say that a goddess patience can last a thousand years. Peorth was much better than that, she managed to keep with Genma for whole ten years. The guardian rushed towards plummeting Ranma. She would be too late to prevent the splash, but she could reverse the curse of Jusenkyo. She began weaving her magic.

"_Gentle water, healing wind, thou are now bound to my will"_she began as force and power played all around her "_Hear my command, grant a trance to my ward!" _And the moment her ward hit the surface of water she jumped right into the spring.

Ranma was right there, the powers of _Jusenkyo_ already changing his frame. Peorth looked at the form of the curse. Right before her eyes the young martial artist changed for the first time, into the form of girl. But the magic was reinforced, the spell lines were being interwoven with the strands of fate. Reversing the curse would be far beyond her abilities, as neither the _Jusenkyo_ nor the very spring were a coincidence. It was a _hitsuzen_, the inevitable and it made the curse an integral part of Ranma's destiny.

Peorth pushed unconscious Ranma back towards the surface of the spring. She tried to think what she could do right now. How she should help. Her options were severely limited. But there was a single important thing. The rules that set her limits, they were more like guidelines. The goddess looked at the situation in completely other way. Peorth could do one thing more, something very risky, both to the boy and herself, yet she had great faith both in his and her own abilities. The attempt to heal Ranma mental trauma was present and she would need some real magic even to give him a chance, yet without a risk, she was sure, there would no reward.

She checked that Ranma would be in no risk of drowning. Then she gathered her energies. She would need all her power to complete what she had in mind.

"_By the Power granted on my name!_" the words were like thunder, for this was no longer just magic, this was a goddess calling on ancient forces "_I call thy forth ! Insight! There is healing to be done, where the secrets are to be revealed ! Guide Ranma to the center of his mind !"_

Despite exhaustion that this spell caused to her she could not rest. The success rested on her being able to help Ranma. So she slipped along trail left by his mind as it started collapsing into itself, further and further, inward into the very soul.

Outside time caught to it's normal speed.

"Ohh !" Shouted _Jusenkyo_ Guide „Not Spring of Drowned Girl. There is tragic legend, very tragic of young girl who drown in spring... one thousand five hundred years ago. Now whoever fall in that spring..." He stopped as he saw that Ranma was floating unconscious in water. "Ohh ! This look not good ! Panda sir, we must get her out of water. Something is wrong here !"

Genma jumped into water and guide grabbed a bamboo pole and together they took Ranma's female form out of spring. Then they carried her, very carefully, to guide's hut.

**XXX**

Ranma tried to remember what actually happened. His father had just changed into a panda, then he got hit and he dropped into water. So it looks like he would be now changed into something as well. But he couldn't explain how he got here, and it was a rather strange place.

He was sitting in a middle of a garden. _Sakura_ petals filled the air. He could smell cherry trees. He looked around a bit more. A small _koi_ fish pond was to his left. He could see a forest, but he could not make how close or far away, as it looked to be in a distance all the time. To his right was a a ring of clear ground, it looked like prepared for training or combat. He decided to check it first.

As he came into the training ground he heard someones steps behind him. Ranma turned around to find was a girl standing right before him. She was exactly the same age as him. Petite, dark haired, with slender arms and legs, she wore a white _gi, _identical to his own, that looked like it was two sizes to large for her. The girl was gorgeous, really well developed for her years, in all areas that matter. She also had large eyes in incredible shade of blue. Ranma knew that shade very well, he saw it in mirror every time he looked at himself. He looked more closely at her, to find that there was more than just eyes. The girl really could be his twin sister, or perhaps much more, she looked like his clone, with a chromosome change. Ranma reached a conclusion.

"You are me ?" asked Ranma-kun „My cursed form ?"

"Well, it's a bit complicated." was her answer, the girls voice was like dripping honey. Sweet and promising, with a hint of melody in it. It actually send a shiver down through him. The girl could drive a monk into abandoning his vows with just words "Your cursed form does indeed look like me, but I'm something else."

She started to walk around her male twin continuing her monologue.

"I'm what you didn't want. Every bit you've sacrificed, every part you've got rid off. Each time you took a bit of crap our dear Pops was feeding you, you've lost a part that became me. You've worked so hard to become a macho man, that you've suppressed everything feminine in you and well you've kinda created me."

She spun around giggling.

„Now Ranma" She turned to him again, with a dangerous gleam in her eyes "This is my chance, right here at this place. I can take over. Now I can suppress you. After all you've got yourself a body to match me. "

"Take over?" Ranma laughed "A weak girl ? You certainly can talk, lets see if you can back it up."

She lashed at him, with a strong front kick but the boy was able to dodge it, he quickly jumped over her sweep, only to find it a feint as the girl buried her elbow into his stomach.

"Oh look at you." the female Ranma laughed "The worst our dear Pops could think of was always, you hit like a girl, or you fight like a girl." She cracked her knuckles "Time to find out how a girl can really hit, macho boy."

They both attacked each other. Probing each other defenses for a few seconds. Ranma-kun was not going to underestimate his opponent for a second time. He kept his guard on, looking for an opening. He tried several quick kicks, but the girl was faster than him. She danced away from his reach, trying to hit from flank. He blocked it, and followed another of her feints with one of his own. The girl again tried to jump out of combat, only to find that her brother was counting on that, as he used the advantage of his greater height and reach, to score a strong punch on her. The boy pressed the attack, but far to strongly, as he left himself open and she landed two punches of her own, while jumping over him.

Peorth could continue to watch the combat for a while, but while the show of skill of both forms of Ranma was incredible, it was not what for she brought him to the center of the mind. The goddess made herself visible, then she coughed.

Both the boy and the girl turned to face the newcomer. They saw a young woman floating mid air. She wasn't wearing much more than some sort of black bikini and an orange harness, and as always she had the sort of beauty that can be described only as unearthly.

"Let me guess." Said Ranma-chan taxing the sight before her "You're our sexual desire ?"

"_Moi_ ? Oh no." answered the goddess with a little giggle "I'm your guardian spirit. Let me introduce myself" she spun midair ending in a pose that could be used as a Sailor Senshi recruitment poster "I'm goddess first class..., second category..., unlimited..., Peorth."

The two Ranma's looked at her, then at each other.

"This is getting better and better" Said Ranma-kun, noting that the situation was becoming more and more surreal "First I've got hit by a Chinese gender bender curse, then my girly side tries to bash my brain out and now I've met my personal guardian angel."

"If you want to stop my rise to supremacy over macho boy." Ranma-chan sounded really frustrated "Then I suggest you step aside."

"Oh I have no intention to stop thee." said the goddess "But before you merrily return to bashing your kidneys through your ears, I have to inform thee that you're not alone in here."

Peorth pointed towards the forest. The pair looked there. From amongst the trees something jumped out. It looked somewhat like a cat, though normal ones don't have two tails, teeth like buzz saws and claws that could split a person in half. They usually don't come in size of a saber tooth tiger either.

"Here comes a new challenger !" shouted Peorth, laughing for a second at how cheesy that sounded.

"_Kami-sama_ above." Ranma-chan looked at the goddess "What is that thing?"

Ranma-kun said nothing as he was to busy being completely petrified with fear.

„The result of your _Neko-ken_ training." Peorth looked at the cat demon that slowly started moving towards them. „Or more precisely a summoning ritual, one that was hidden as a training manual. It was supposed to call a _Nekomata_, a dangerous cat _youkai_, and make the person selected for the procedure it's avatar. Luckily your sorry excuse of a father botched most parts of ritual and you ended just with a case of mild possession."

The y_oukai_ in question sat near them as if waiting for something.

„The problem is that now it has a chance..." Continued Peorth „...to finish the ritual and gain your body for it's own amusement."

The female Ranma taxed her brother for a while. He was standing there, his face showing nothing but absolute horror.

"Looks to me like being afraid of cats is considered rather manly, as he didn't push that onto me. While the macho boy is playing too scared to breath..." Ranma-chan said in arrogant tone „...I'll just bring the kitty down, then I take my ride on my new body."

She went to attack the cat.

Peorth floated next to Ranma-kun and she started to whisper right into his ear.

"You ain't gonna help her?" Peorth tried to sound amused „She won't be able to keep up without your assistance."

"I'm afraid." Ranma managed to whisper „I'm afraid of c-c-c-cats."

"There is nothing wrong with being afraid Ranma." He heard the goddess whisper into his ear again "Fear is like a superpower, pumping adrenaline into every single of thine cells. Right now you can run faster than ever, but face it, this time there is nowhere to escape to. But this is the oldest instinct, it gives you two options. You can flee, but you fight."

"I'm a coward." Ranma voice was a bit stronger „I'm not brave."

"Baka" he heard goddess melodic voice "Being brave is all about afraid. Only a fool feels no fear. But a hero can overcome it. There is only one moment when you can be brave Ranma, it's when you're really afraid."

The fight wasn't going well for Ranma-chan. The damn thing was just to strong. She could keep with it's speed well enough to keep hitting, yet she lacked strength to make it count. And she wasn't fast enough to keep herself out of monsters reach. Her _gi_ was thorn in several places, and shallow cuts kept bleeding staining what was left of her attire in crimson red color. At this rate she would loose. She tried going for another attack, but her wounds started to slow her down. The _youkai_ hit her hard, and she went down. The cat licked its face, and pounced on her. Ranma-chan close her eyes, unable to dodge. Then she heard as something hit the beast, and it sounded like a hard attack.

"Leave. Her. Alone !" she heard her male twin shout. Ranma-chan opened her eyes. Her brother was standing right between her and the beast. He had some kind of fire in his eyes. Then he attacked the thing he feared most.

That was like a catharsis. For the first time Ranma was not holding back. He went all out on the beast. The sudden ferocity of his attack pushed the n_ekomata_ in too deep defensive. He pressed the attacks, hitting harder than he did ever, but the element of surprise could carry him only so far. Soon the _youkai_ cat discovered that he was faster than his new opponent. Ranma again found himself facing an opponent that was quicker than him. The difference was that his sister attacks were like small stings. The beast hit like a truck. This time however he faced adversary with vastly lower skill than him. What he lost in speed he could make for with his Art. He started to trade hit for hit with demonic cat.

Ranma-chan managed to gather herself. She was awe struck by the fight before her. The determination, and fire in her male twin was as incredible as his strength, yet she saw that he was loosing. The boy had everything she lacked, power and passion for the fight, yet she was in possession of what he was missing, speed and grace. The girl knew that neither of them could defeat the beast alone. That was the key element here. Neither of them were a match for this demon. She saw a way to win this one.

Ranma-kun landed after yet another aerial crash with the cat. He felt like someone caught in a rock slide, he was battered, bruised and wounded. Good thing was that _youkai_ didn't look much better than him. Sadly he didn't have much hope of winning, he still had strength in him, but he wouldn't be able to hold for too long.

He felt someone grab his hand.

"You cannot win this one. No more than I could." he heard the voice of his other self „We, however, can win."

"Together, sister." he said, understanding what she meant.

"Together, brother." she confirmed.

Peorth had to fight the urge to put on glasses, and clasp her palms into pyramid shape, for right now, everything was going according to plan.

They assaulted the beast together. Ranma-chan strike went first, she pestered the _youkai_ with hurricane of attacks, but as soon as the demon led his counterattack she jumped to the side, letting her brother to score a powerful axe kick. Cat tried to press his attack on the boy but again the nimble girl threw him off balance. Saotome twins caught a new rhythm in fight. The girl was a blur, always ready to throw their opponent off the balance, pester him trying to draw it into attacks. She was a shadow, for every time the cat tried to attack it left itself open. The boy was always behind her, he covered her every retreat, scored on every opening. Together they were like a master fencer. Female was a cloak, male was a weapon hidden right behind it. They formed a good team and with every second they got better. Like two bodies, yet with one soul both of them reached a synch ratio that Eva pilots could only see in they wet dreams. Against they performance the _nekomata_ could do only one thing, loose. He did then so.

As the demon collapsed both combatants stood there, breathing heavily. The adrenaline started to fade off and they both felt like collapsing themselves. They saw Peorth as she moved closer to the cat demon. She took one of her earrings and threw it, taking the _youkai_ in bright flash of light, leaving only some smoking ash on the ground.

"Thou art now free of the demon." She turned towards the twins „No longer you'll be afraid of cats and never will it be able to possess control of this body. But now it's time to decide with one of you will take from here on."

"None should be able..." They began together, stopping as they looked on each other, then the girl nodded to Ranma-kun, allowing him to begin.

"I can't be the one to take from here. This fight made me understand something very important."

The boy looked at Ranma-chan the whole time he talked "My progress in the Art slowed to a crawl. I thought it's because I was too weak, but now I know that's because I kinda was too strong. Without you I can never become what I can be."

"I'm not the one to take over either." It was the girls turn to keep eyes on Ranma-kun "I'm just an echo, build of some discarded emotions. I lack the fire to be a real person. Without you I could newer be alive the way you could be."

Then they've turned towards the goddess. Saotome twins were both battered, barely able to stand. Yet they had the eyes as strong as ever as they reached the obvious conclusion.

"We can only continue..." they said in unison "...if we are to become one."

For a moment it was him, and her standing right next to each other. Then for a moment it was them. After that it was just one person standing there. Ranma, as much the fierce, strong boy as he was the graceful, fast girl. He was more than just the two of them combined, for he was something new. One part of a person he was, one part of person he could become. He turned towards the goddess and bowed to her deeply.

"Thank you, Peorth-sama" he said as he noted a subtle change in his voice, it was now a little bit more confident "I think this is all your doing."

"This is actually only your own work." Peorth smiled towards the boy before her "I merely gave you a chance."

"Are you able to do something about the curse ?" He asked with hope in his voice. "Maybe there is some form of cure ?"

"Curing the curse requires a magic more potent than _Jusenkyo_." Peorth tried to explain it to Ranma in layman terms "Such powers always come at a price and you will find yourself unable, or not willing to pay. You can spend rest of your life chasing after yet another wonder to get rid of the curse, or adapt and see where your road will take you. For there is one thing you must know Ranma" the goddess melodic voice continued "Of all cursed training grounds your father brought you to this one. Of all springs you fell into _Nyannīchuan_. Already this allowed for the mending of your soul and it's not the end. The _Jusenkyo_ curse is not without a purpose, it has a part to play in your destiny."

"A part of destiny?" Ranma was surprised "I don't understand."

"Not everything is supposed to be easy." Peorth said "It is not for me to tell, but for you to find out."

She looked at him. The boy had done so well. This actually went much better than she anticipated. There was however something more to be done.

"Now Ranma, before you return and leave this place I have a question and a gift for you" the goddess turned to him "Who are you ? What do you want ?"

Ranma pondered the question. What he didn't know was how ancient it was. Perhaps older than humanity. Echoing through galaxy sometimes asked together, sometimes forming two questions. But he discovered that it is very easy to look deep into oneself when you are already there.

"I'm Ranma." he said "I want... to be a better person."

Peorth smiled as she came closer to Ranma.

"God answer." she said "Now for the gift." She kidded the surprised martial artist in forehead. It was like a cool older sister giving her little brother a lucky kiss.

"You might find your new ability useful. Traveling in China will be a bit easier with knowledge of the language" she laughed.

Inside _Jusenkyo_ guide's house, lying on a bed, near a lit fireplace Ranma slowly awoke. He felt his cursed body. But he wasn't uncomfortable. The boy he was this morning would already run around looking for a way to change back. But now he was someone else, perhaps better. So instead she opened her eyes and slowly sat on bed. The _Jusenkyo_ Guide almost jumped, he looked at the girl, and smiled as he rushed outside .

„Panda sir !" he shouted „your son, she is awoke!"

Genma went inside the hut. Too his great surprise he found that his son, or at the moment daughter was busy checking herself in the mirror.

"Well." she said turning towards her father, or at the moment pet panda "At least I look rather good when cursed." She looked towards Jusenkyo Guide standing right behind panda. "Honorable Guide." she asked in near perfect mandarin "What can you tell me about _Jusenkyo_ curses ?

**XXX**

Ranma sat cross legged on the bed, still in a girl form. Her father sat nearby on a chair, back in human form. Not that it made much difference Ranma-chan remarked. Both forms were fat, lazy and ignorant. At least he would find it easier to fill that endless pit of a belly, bamboo was easy to find. Those were some new thoughts and it wasn't all that was new. The new body felt different, a bit wrong, but maybe that was a matter of adapting to it. But the world looked a little bit odd, it smelled, and sounded altogether alien. Yet with all that it was still Ranma finding the world the same, albeit a bit different. Eyes stayed the same, the angle of view changed a bit. Now he had to retell the sorry excuse of a father sitting before her what knowledge he learned from _Jusenkyo_ Guide.

"This looks like this, Pops" said the black haired girl, Ranma was still getting accustomed to the new voice in possession of this female form "First some congratulations are on their way. You've managed to out bid _Neko-ken_ training. At least this time I'm not the only one to pay up for your stupidity."

"Show me some respect, boy." Genma snapped.

"That would be girl, at least at the moment" Ranma-chan said in calm tone "You want to hear what I learned or not ?"

She waited for a moment, looking on her father, he tried to say something, but instead he just made a nod.

"We are now cursed." She begun relating her knowledge of the curse „The way it works is quite simple, cold water turns us into cursed form, and hot gets us back into normal one. The problem is that, well this is a curse, and part of it is that, well, we kinda turn into water magnets. The world is supposed to go out of it's way to get us soaked."

She went silent for a moment, as if waiting to get sure that Genma understood everything. Then she continued.

„You fell into spring of drowned panda, I got my self spring of the drowned girl. As far as what I've been told, the good news is we could have got much, much worse. There are curses that change into rats, hamsters, and other small animals, and there are some that affect the mind as well as the body. The bad news are, that well there is kinda no cure..."

„Wait, Ranma." Genma said „If there's a spring of a drowned girl, they might be spring of a drowned boy, we get a dip in that one, and we're clear of the curse."

Ranma looked at him for a moment.

„Geez, you think that I didn't ask about that ?" she said „There actually is a spring of drowned boy. But it won't help us a bit." Ranma voice was really sad at the moment „We have what Guide called strong curses. Which means other strong curses won't overwrite ours, we would need, what is called composite, or mental curse to affect us, and those would only worsen our condition."

Slowly, what was said sank into Genma. There was curse, there was no cure. They would go like this forever, he would become a panda, and Ranma, well it didn't look that bad for him. He would remain human in both forms, just one wouldn't be a man... One wouldn't be a man... _Kami-sama_ above, Nodoka... Genma could see himself writing his death poem already.

„You okay Pops ?" asked Ranma „You've got really pale suddenly."

„No nothing." Genma tried to laugh „I've just had a vision of myself in Beijing zoo, stuck in panda form forever."

„Alright Pops." asked the girl „What other plans you have for our training in China ?"

„Well Ranma, I have this flayer here..." said Genma pulling a large pile of paper form his _gi_.

The black haired girl grabbed the paper from his hand with a speed that could put a cobra into shame. She stood up, holding the flayer in her hand, as far from her body as possible, like some kind of radioactive waste. Then the flayer was deposited in fireplace with a sigh of relief from Ranma-chan.

"Let me guess." she asked "You got that in another pawn shop and it was discounted" She saw a nod from her father "The same you got the _Neko-ken_ training manual, and the One Punch Kill manual from ?" Genma nodded again, the memory of that one training still send shiver down his spine and he really missed his hair "Good I got rid of it then, following that thing would end us as slaves to some Chinese demon or something like that."

"But that gets us nowhere now, we can't travel through China on blind" Genma was little unhappy "Besides, we don't really have much time, we're expected back in Japan in a few weeks."

That picked up Ranma's attention.

"Expected ?" she asked „That sounds... serious. You'll spill what you mean by that ?"

"Well, Ranma." Genma leaned closer to his daughter "that is a... surprise."

Ranma knew Genma well enough, so he was sure that unless he began to torture him, he wouldn't get anything. So the best thing would be just to wait and see what his idiot of a father got him into this time. Probably he'll set up him with another engagement.

"_Jusenkyo_ Guide said that there is an village two days of travel from here." Ranma-chan informed her father "It's supposed to be full of strong martial artists."

"That sounds like a plan, boy." Genma beamed with idea of whole village dedicated to martial arts. He then stopped as something he was missing caught his attention "Son, actually since when do you speak Chinese ?"

"Frankly Pops, I have no idea. It came in packet with curse I guess." The girl answered.

That seemed to fully satisfy Genma's curiosity as he didn't inquire further.

After spending the night in _Jusenkyo_ valley they left, as a boy and a man. Then a sudden, ten minute long downpour caught them. They continued as a one very soaked panda, one equally wet girl, and one goddess, currently very busy, as she was reading "Weather Control for First Class Goddess" manual.

**XXX**

It's been about an hour after Panda and girl left _Jusenkyo_ valley. The guide once again set up his hammock and as soon as he tried relaxing an ancient Chinese proverb revealed itself. Trouble always arrive in pairs. A rather large, definitely strongly build boy arrived next to him. His unkempt hair was held by a tiger strapped bandana.

„Where is Ranma ?" he asked the guide in Japanese.

„Panda sir son ?" answered the guide „You missed him, they left hour ago."

„Which way they went ?" asked the boy.

_Jusenkyo_ guide pointed towards the exit from valley. To his absolute surprise the boy immediately ran an exact opposite direction. Two minutes later he heard a splash. Chinese man simply face palmed as he went to check what curse the Japanese boy got for himself.


End file.
